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Songs 



My mother croons me songs all soft and low, 
Through the white night where little breezes blow; 
Yet never when the morning dawns, 
My mother's songs I know. 

Seek not, O child, at dawn of day 

Thy mother's songs to know. 

COLOGNE CATHEDRAL 

The little white prayers 
Of Elspeth Fry 
Float up the arches 
Into the sky. 

A little black bird 
On the belfry high 
Pecks at them 
As they go by. 

SKELETONS 

Gird thy warrior's armor on, 
And fare thou forth thyself alone. 

Empty frame upon the wall; 
Secret presence in the hall; 
In the closets we abide 
Of the whole green country side. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Savage chief, who sold his wife, 
Priest, who took a martyr's life. 

Madman, raving of his gain; 
Cruel pirate of the main; 

Drunkard, fallen in her track; 
Soldier, wounded in the back; 

Scarlet letter, branded deep; 
Just the tendency to sleep. 

Empty frame upon the wall; 
Secret presence in the hall; 
In the closets we abide 
Of the whole green country side. 

STAR THOUGHT 

I shall see a star tonight 

From a distant mountain height; 

From a city you will see 

The same star that shines on me. 

'Tis not of the firmament 

On a solar journey bent; 

Fixed it is through time and weather;- 

'Tis a thought we hold together. 
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